Ihe

R JXV] (<outinneu:

i was hatless, tattered,
Bed with dust, his face streaked
8 and sweat, and the short

£ he wore mill further trans-

t & look of recogni-
w‘uh; the terror in her

.
inl’ she whispercd.
rough him at the pitiful
‘v.dn-':lnd al the words,
L. It has—has been—with
ugh.” She went on dreamily.
" he whispered, crossing to
1 It s I—Hu It 18 no
n Awake

h an arm acrosa her eyos
uaing from a decp aleep and
htened suddenly and still un-
B But he caught her by the
and brought her face close to his

) that rhe ight see, y
A"t dle, dear, 1 am here in flesh
lect—to take you away from

1 have not dreamed?"

&

T hizs wriste, his shoulders,
th her hands to assure her-
trath, and he took her in his
lsned her tenderly.

1" he murmurv'(: ugalnl. A]n1:!

o grow heavy In his

”" uﬂ:edh‘ln fmmo breathlessiy.
] !rl;gtenod for a moment for
8 dropped away from him. She

d plkmufl}' "‘1'5' and white, and
i were ice cold, al

Neaded.  “‘Marishka.
s et in and her amile

b bt

opened aga

hu:fe', Hugh. The joy s almost

3 ar,*

nie:;‘h?!now." he whispered,

And he clasped her clowe, hold-

there In a breathless moment

to their danger.

Cwhile she atlll wondered, Tten-
ddenly released Ther, moving
to the door by which he had en-
nd after examining the mechan-

irafully, quietly closed it. Then he
» Marishka and questioned,

il seated upon the bed, she re-

him with bewlldered eyes.
men are there at Schloss Szol-
shka?" he asked quickiy.

he chauffeur—and
ghe answered slowly,

i

Wi

X

Enn'a
> with
hmeyer ™"
h'l'he two i‘rl'lﬁ:t—-ul
ers—at night.”
see—" And then, “That other
whispered tensely. “Is it

8. 1—1 locked it tonight."

feare

—until tonlght—"

stop! and shuddered, until ha
to her and held her for a moment

Armas, i
will not frighten you again, he
d hetween set lIps,
nk  God,"” she whispered,
as though with the

fion of their poaltion,
[ave you any plan of what you will

L Gorts Is stil] below in the hall
& plan, but 1 can do nothing un-
bed. Where Is hls room?"”

along the pnssageway

the farm—

now
firat

pee," thoughtfully; and then, “Do
tnow where I can find a rope—
ro stout ones?"”
) know. There |8 a storeroom.”
you know where it is?"
‘s, I think ‘so."
L can find It—in the dark?"
80,
there I.I'IL way of telling when
goen to a7
htll!tepu sometiimes in the cor-

® t nolselesaly over to the door,
& moment and then returned.

re isn't much sleep

@ here tonight. The nolse and

dge, that Herr Windt Is some-

Windt !"
1 followed us here, I think he
trace of me at Bartfeld—
beyond the mountain, he

- gt
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HE_SECRET WITNESS

Applcion d Cod
*

{

“You were frightened, dear."

“"Yes—terribly frightened, Hugh," she
eonfessed, "Ly him—and by the ﬁrinf.
It seemed at times ns though the castle
were rocking under me. Listen!"

A terrifie cnnnonading began again—
iouder, more continuous than any that
had gone before,

*“Yes—they are fighting for the end of
the Pass,'” he muttered; “the JRus-
slang—--""

“And willl they

“God knows, T pray ' he paused
and scanned her face anxiousty.

“What, Hugh?"

“That the Hursinng may win'

She sturted awny from him, her eves
widely Inquiring.

“Why ?

-t

He smiled slowly
“It's slinple enough. Because |(f T am
taken by the Austrians I shall be shot
as a spy.'”
YYou-—n sp)
“No, not really,  he sald soberly,
“But I'm an Engiilshman, an enemy of
Austrin armed and in dlsgulre. That
le enough ™
“They—my people would shoot you!"™
She whispered, horror-stricken,
“I have no Hluslona about my fate—
H tnken 144
“But you have come here—to help
m W
“Unfortunately that does not change
matters,”
He put her gently aside and went for
a while and lstened at the doors, and
then came back to her.
“Sllence. But we will walt a 1ttle
longer," he whimpered,
Marishka caught him by the shoulders
and looked up into hlz eyes,
“Hugh. what you have sald frightens
me. You mean that you—that we are
enemles=—you and I—because our na-
tlons are at war e :
She drew away and held him at arm's
tength while sheé serutinized him in the
light of the fluttering candle, "
“You—my enemy, Hugh? I—yours?
A wan smile came proudly to her lips,
“If 1 am your enemy, beloved, then
love and loyalty have perlshed from the
earth. And you, who have risen from
the grave to come to me !

“Jh , dear,” he whi red. "“You
must know the truth. Whatever hap-
pens—-here in the castle, the Austrian

might go down through the

) and the -courtyard—If we could

the man at the drawbridge, Does
A nolse when it la lowered?
Hugh—a dreadful nolsg.™

at wkward." He crossed to the

tho wainscoting and listened

ithen At the other door Into the

o ﬁ:nd m‘im‘tdl:ﬂ the; ‘re safe.”
nt, at least, we're i

{ her In his arms and held

¥. Her arms clinging to him,
ead and found his lips.

“how did

i A you here—on a mere frag-
‘: :!l‘:thbul It was enough.”
you—
! well cared for—in a hospital.”
were woundi'—dangerously?
s, but I don't Ce easlly. I'm quite

h
sho whispered,

pu sure?"
aghed. “Could I be here, else?
elmbedm
up & fssure and through the
sAw you—there In the window—
: | the §orEe. 1 heard you eall,
p F "
@t you were not afrald to dle
| 1 was afrald, Hugh—it was so
-0 below.” She shuddered.
 Pressed her closer to him. “Has he
tonight, Hugh—nhe has not been
" ol ‘:.uid slowly. "I was sick;
me. But I've feared him—
still—"
r body trembling ngainat his
reassured her gently, pausing
pt to listen tensely for sounts at
pr. And then—
worry, dearest He eannot
.l' was not spared from death
not frightened now, but tonight
horrible—the nolse—my terror
pow not what. It has been lke
of the world to me."
nnl of sur world, yours
he sald confidently.

Smd

.

d before her eyes again.
1 cannot believe.” She looked
pn with a wide gaze that still
! of helplensness and misery
(hing more deeply spiritual than
seen. ‘“Hugh, dear she
we heard you calling to me—
me, like a living presence

room.
1 thought that you were
#0 when you came—at |
though must have |

htened, drew away from him

something of the reflection of

- a0t , “you will think it strange,

&8 you are now. beloved, hut
t—I

troops are all around us.  Herr Windt,
ton, There Is no escape for me unles=s
the Russians come through. That Is
why I hope—-"

Mariehka put her arms around his
?hnuldera quickly and kissed him on the
ips.

“Then I, too, pray that they may come
through,” she whispered fervently.

“Marishka ! 1 do not ask you to give
up your alleglance

“No, Hugh. 1 glve without m*.l;:‘mm
Beloved, [ want you to undierstand,” she
sald solemnly. “Those that are your
enemies are my enemies. You would
have died for me--and I, can I do less
for you?'

“Sh Marishka,"
“there Is no death "

“Death can be no worse for me than
the horr!ble utter loneliness without
vou ; hult nr?nal\'m;l c(:rl?es. 1 am Yours,
Hugh—In a—In denth,

"ﬁ owe no allegiance, no fealty, but to
you, and I have kept the faith, Hugh,
even here. 1 ean have no country that
you may not share, no compatriots that
are not yours also. My kingdom is In
yvour heart, beloved, there to llve while

ou will have it so."

. “Marishka ! He caught her In his
arms and held her long in his embrace,
and she clung close to him, her {!pa on
his in this final test of thelr plighted
troth. About them the thunder of bat-
tle, ever approaching nearer; the rumble
and din of groaning wagons on the road
below; the hoarse cries of men .
whine and sputter of laboring
trying to pass in the narrow road -
fusion, disorder, chaos; but now thei"n
heard nothing.  For them the eart
atond still, Natlons might totter and
crash, but thelr empire waa In each

other.

Ren®wick ralsed his head at last
“Marishka,” he whispered, “Iit Is time
that we made a move,” He released her
suddenly, llatened at the doors, and then
moved to the table beside her,

“First, we had better put out the light
—then perhn\!m we can see If there s
any one outside.'

Afarishka snuffed the candle, and they
went to a window overlooking the court-
yard, drew the hanﬁlnxs and peerad out.
The din Iin the valley below them was
increasing, a hurrying of wagons, horses
and guns in the narrow rond, Were more
Austrian re-enforcements coming up? It
seemed so. From the mountains be-
yond, the rattle of a small-arm fire had
risen to a steady roar, but the detona-
tions of heavy ordnance were less fre-
quent, -

“The Austrians—may be winning,"” he
sald calmly.

She pressaid his hand.
she said bravely.

But there was a world of meaning for
Renwick in the way she whispered It.

he murmured,

“I am sorry."”

Together they peered throngh the window at the ramparts below

"Your people shall be my people,'" she
murmured again. “And your God, my
God." .

He could only return her pressure In
gilence,

He would have been |ittle happy If he
could have sald how much,

Together they peered through the slip
of the silken hanging to the rompart be-
low, Flashes of reflections from the end
of the pase pinyved llke sheet lightning,
and tn the fitful Huminationa they eould
se¢ the flgure of the old man, Stroh-
meyer, reclining in the ghadow hy the
postern gate.,  The drawbridge was atlll
ridserd, nnd bevond it they could see in
the flashes the length of the eausewany
etretehing out Into the darkness of the
mountainside bevonil. Strohmeyer did
not moye. It almost scemed as though
he were asleep,

“What makes you
Windt |a here?”
denly,

“1 paw him with Splvak yonder,"” and
he pointed to the north beyond the gorge.

Marishka was rilent, her cyes eagerly
gearching the shadows, Her hand was
tremblng a little with the excitement of
thelr situation, hut her voice was firm
as she whispered:

“Perhaps tonight my eyes are uncer-
tain, Hugh, But do you not see gome-
thing moving In the shadow of the
wall?"

“Where?"

“(if the enuseway—ihere, beyond the
chain of the drawbridge—""

He peered cagerly in
Indicated, .

“A-shadow—7?" he quesationed. "I can't
—no—yup—It moves—~there "

“Yes—another and stil] ajyother. And
they are carrying something "

Renwick watched again for a tense
moment.

“Windt—and his men,"” he sald with
eanviction, *They are going to try to
gpan-the abyss."”

“Strohmeyer—""

Here at least wpa a community of
Interest with Qorits, “They will win thelr
way across, unless he wakes,"” sald Ren-
wick tensely.

“What |8 it that they are earrying?”

“Timbers—see! There are nt least
four men to each, They are putting them
in the shadow of the wall. Will the

man never wake up?"
she whispered

think
asgked Marlshka sud-

ﬁm direction she

“What can we do?
desperately, "I could call out to him."

“No—" he sald, * don't want to
arouse Gorltz yet. Ah! They have slunk
alwnr agaln to get more timbers, 1
think."

“And If they should succead—?"

“They must not. One man could hold
the place Indefinitely from the protec-
tion of the gate. If the man would only
wake'*

But Strohmeyer slept on.

“And QGoritz?" she wald anxiously.
“Burely tonlght he cannot be sleeping.”

“Perhaps he Is so sure of himself—
yes—Iin the passage below I heard—
there was to be a signal—one stroke of
the postern bell—"

“But If the man sleepa—"

“If they come agaln—no matter what
humwml:lwe must warn him,” he declded.

Henwick felt his arm selged sudden]
by Marishka's ley fingers and turned,
following her wild gaze Into the room
behind them listening. The anxsetles of
the night had made Marishka's scnaes
keen. “The door!" she whispered “The
secret door by which you came,”

CONTINUED TOMORROW

Great demand for the EVENING
PUBLIC LEDGER may cause yon
to miss an installment of thia yery
interesting story. You had better,
therelfore, telephone or write to the
Clreulation Department or ask your
newsdealer this afternoop to leave
the EVENING PUBLIC LEDGER at
your home,

And the Jokesmith Dodged

They were discussing that joke about
getting off an elephant,

“How do you get down?' asked the
Julienmith for the fourth time.

“You ellmb down."”

“Wiong !"

“You grease his
down,"

“Wrong !"

“You take a ladder and get down."

Vrong !"

“Will, you take the trunk line down."

‘No, not quite. You don't get down
off an ciephant ; you get it off & goose."
==Indianuapnlls News,

He Explains

“Why do you earry thag potato?"

“As u preventive agalnst lumbago, ana
not, | assure you, as a vulgar display
of wealth."—Kansas Clty Journal.

sldea and elide

that Herr|n
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The Dole
! By Arline A. MacDonald

\

F RICHARD DOE had not beln a

poor dolt he would mever have been
n good soldler.

At least, so Richard himself expressed
It In & Jetter that Abe Walton, the town
clerk, recelved back home from “scme-
where In France"

The young soldier had been the re-
clplent of a number of congratulatory
mimives econsequent upon a published
mccount of his nets of herolsm wnd
darlng on the western front. And the
youth had read them modrnllz. and had
penned a solltary rci:ly to Abe Walton,
at Kenslngton, knowing that Abe would
take It In turn to the respective vil-
Iu?ﬂ. And Abe did

vow, young Doe had néver borne an
enviable name in the village, Tall and
handwome, he regularly joined the
“hangers on” about the neral store,
working at nothing, and glving but
Hitle promise of ever doing anything
elpe. He made a fit subject for the

#sips, of which there were many,
Neverthelegs, Richard Doe was always
consclous that he poesesed certain
Iatent qunalitle which ought to be made
patent. They needed only a time of
trial to bring out thelr grit and pi-
ahillty, And the time came, and Ruth
Walton was responsible for It

Ruth was the only daughter of Abe
Walton, and a teacher In the village
sthool, She was a tall, slender girl,
searcely out of her teens, whose face
was one of those quite as atriking tor
Ity character as its beauty,

Bhe admired Doe, llked him for his
sympathetic understanding of his fel-
low human belnge, hls sense of the dra-
matic. his untrammeled flow of words,
which were the best perqulsites of his
friendship for a girl In her profession.
Onee he had reproved her for over-
danelng: and had brusquely turned from
Tom Whitney's proffered clkarette case.
It was at the supper tabled that Ruth
had #anld:

“Dick Incks the ‘pep’ that eharicter-
Izes the modern young man. He does
not smoke, he does not dance. He's too
handsome to work. He's a dolt.”

“He's got wonderful, blg 1deas,’” was
all_that Abe Whalton would say,

One day, In desperation, Doe decided

thiat he-agould force the attention of the
village upon his talent. He whispered
something Into the ear of Ahe Walton,
whe had already glven the youth a hig
corner In his own heart, ‘The next
morning he dropped gently out of the
village and the tongues of the gossips
wagged furious'y. Mrs, who
never modifled with any one's affairs
reminded the nelghbors that a vear be-
fore she hnd snld that Richard Doe
wttld disappear some day and would
ture up later In a penltentiary. "As for
Ahe "alton,” she declared, “he has
yielded hilg energy to the hypnotie In-
vence of that lonfer scalawag."
Tt was true that Doe's departure gave
Abn more encrgv. He qulekly got o
contraet from a New York Journalist for
the erectlon of a pretentious  stueco
mnanglon on the knoll adjoining his own
homestead. Negularly he ealled at the
postoffice for little yellow envelopes
which bore the name of a newspaper
company In New York city. E\'cr?r now
and then he made long visits to the big
cliy, returning tired, but joyous, Fre.
uently he was at the knoll, his long
ngers emphaxizing his commanda to
thy workmen,

“It's a wonderfus sald
Ahe Walton one day,

Time pazsed quickly at Kensington,
June came and the vobins piped their
sweetest Iny, and the odor of the rose
and the honeysuckle stole through
screened chamber windows. At the close

hig house,"”

*
of a balmy afternosn Ruth Waiton sat
::g:ﬂ glhmehr awn hﬁﬁd?ir ;‘qadiﬂg ;‘ ::rr

"y appea n the news y

'&tehnrd." #he read, “greeted his
many friends with a genial smile of re-
cognition, his face uﬂi' bearing the an-
Kulsh of his recent struggle. e emply
sleeve told  the 'ﬂ standing In the
dovtway of the sacrifice——"

She let the mcur slip from her fingers
and stared blankly out of the window.
A number of workmen were erecting a
flagpole on the greensward In front of
the newl{ finlshed manelon, but she
RAve no heed, Her lhunﬂhtu were far-
ther away, where p tall, dark figure
shudowed the trenches.

Buddenly she remembered that there
was a dance that evening In the
villon. arose, rubbed her face,
which seemed drawn and ,bloodless, and
hastened below to prepure the evening

meal.

The dance hall never seemed so pretty
and overcrowded. Nell Whitney, In a
flurry of excitement, made some com-
plimentary remarks about Ruth's dress

“Richard Doe Is here," she sald, “And,
oh, Isn't It ésgadful, Ruth,”"” she gasped,
"his left artn’ haa been shot oft?"

his was too much for Ruth, In the
stupor which almost held her brain In
thrall she heard a faint “Where's Ruth?"
an she tottered to the road that led to
Kensington knoll. i

Her hands wavered ; her knees shook
at foosteps sho knew only too well,

"Go! Go back, Rlchard!" she scream-
ed. "Forgive me. I can't bear to look
at you. our arm!" ahe gasped,

“It Isn't am bad as you think, Ruth.”
catching “her arm and trying to com-
fort her. "'See!" .

Deliberately ha unbuttoned his frock,
disclosing & whole arm suspended In a

aling,

"E‘nree of habit,” he laughed, as he
buttoned his coat this time with the
arm outside. His joviality Iapsed her
to n steadx ealm. A thrill of plensure
surmounted her being as once again he
took her hand, A fresh June sephyr
swept the fragrant pine across the knoll,
where, sitting against the open 'k.!' a
stately manslon bathed In a flood of
silvery mnnrﬂiﬁt.

"It's yours, Ruth. I dld it for you,"
he whlwrerod.

A solltary tear of joy stond on the
cheek of the girl, who hid her face on
the breast of the man who some months
hefore she had consigned to the scrap
heap of character fallures, -

Cently he lifted her head, pushed back
her loose tresses from her face and rev-
erently Kix 3

Somewhere among the deeper shadows
of a lllac bush a palr of eves, over.
strained and anxious, lit up with child-
Ish delight, and a ruddy face broadened
Into one protracted smile,

“Looks llke there'll be o wonderful big
time In Kensington somo day,” #ald Abe
Whalton,

Tomorrow's Complete Novelette—
"CAMOUFLAGE"

Giveg Wooer Broad Hint

For nine long years he had been woo-
Ing the falr daughter of the farm,

“Jonnle,” he mused, as they =at on
the old fence, “I rend the other day that
In a thousand years the Lakes of Kil-
Inrney will dry up.”

Jennle clutched hig arm excitedly,

“Oh, Tom!" ghe exclaimed,

“What's the matter, Inss?"

“Why, as you promlged 16 take me
there on our hunarmnnm don't you think
wa'dl better be a little eareful that they
don't dry up before we gel thers?"—
Boston Post,

ODD FILMS FROM LIFES CAMERASEN

_My Confession
f have besn absent when the roll was
lled

of
For coal fatigues or similar good
works |
And like?fr:? mlssing when the pleasure
of g:lnl with the others Bwedish
Jerkn :
I dodged them one and all with gulleless
nir;
Little they knew It, but I ru not there,

It seldom Is & lasting joy to me
To n?url:;lh to church behind our depot
wnd,
Therefore, 1 softly pack my tent and flee
Toward a tabernacle broader planned ;
I In the reiar rapk stand a little while,
Then seck a temple after Omar's atyle.

.\lwayliwhen brasen clarlons rend the
[

r
To tell the glady
parade,
1 have by cnmouflage been missing
there,
Attending nothing I could well evade.
- . L] L]
All this I did, yet I may truly say,
I've never beeén & moment lpte for pay.
—J. Button Patterson, In London
Opinion, s

throng of wsome

Try This

The quick wit of a travellng =alesman
who has since become a well-known
E’rm:riewr was severely tested one day.

o gent |n his eard by the office boy to
the manager of a large concern, whose
Inner offfce was separated from the
walting room by a ground-glass parti-
tlon, hen the boy handed his card
to the manager the salesman saw him
Impatiently tear it In half and throw It
In the waste basket; the boy came out
and told the caller that he could not see
the chief. The salesman told the boy
to go back and get him. his card; tHe
hoy brought out b cents, with the mes-
sage that his card was torn up. Then
the snlesman took out another card and
teent the boy back, uyin!: “Tell your
boss 1 sell two cardas for centn.”

He got an Interview and sold w lar
hill nfhlmdu‘-.»l‘lltnburgh Chronicle-Tel-
egraph,

Making a Bad Matter Worse

1t Is a dangerous thing, when you
have let ellp an unl’nrtuna{e remark, to
try to cover up the blunder.

Mre. G. was tnlking with the wife of
a prominent solleitor about her son's
cholee of n profession. “I don't want
him to be a lawyer,” she sald,

“Why not?" sald the solicitor's wife.
“I think there Is nothing, much finer
Lhnn" the legal profession for a bright
oy

“Well,” sald Mrs. G. bluntly, "a law-
ver has to tell 8o many lles.,” ‘Then It
dawned on her that she was talking to
the wife of a lawyer; so she hastlly
ndded, “That |s—er—to be a good law-
yer !"—Ideas,

The Futile Spanking
Oh, ma I8 too frall

boy,
whale
He's a hobbleddeboy,
It Is shameful to tell
uts up a yell

He 18 lrlfnmnu Inside,
—Kansas City Journal,

By DADDY
“JERRY THE CLOWN"

“DREAMLAND ADVENTURES”

A complete new adventure each week, beginning Monday and ending Baturdaey.

CHAPTER V
The Elephant's Warning

Pegpy and Billy Belgium take the
place of Countess Alice and Jerry the
clown, ¢irens performers, so they can
say pood-hy to Jerry's soldier son,
Pegpy and Billy are assisted by
Balky Sam, Johnny Bull and Billy
Goat,)

HE trumpets rang out grandly, the

band blered triumphantly, and the
great crowd cheered with delight, Pegmy,
swaying In her throne high up on the
elephant's back, thrilled with excitement,
She felt like an Orlental princess straight
out of a fairy book,

At first the lurching walk of the ele-
phant was very unpleasant. It was like
the rocking of a boat In a heavy sea,
only more Jerky. And every jerk threat-
ened to hurl her Into space. But Pegey
quickly found how to adapt herself to

the queer motlon, and then she was all
right,

"Oh, Isn't thia just grand and glorlous!

A-riding llke a king victorious;

But If this beast should get uproarlous,

We'd aplli and then there'd be no more
of un."

It was Judge Owl's
looked around quickly. The Birds H"e'r{
taking a ride with her. Some decorated
the throne und other were clinging to
the welvet eloth which covered the ele-
phant's back. They made a beautiful
pleture—prettier than anything Peggy
had ever seen before in a cireus parade.

“There's Peggy ! Hey, Peggy ! Peggy"
shrieked children's volees. Peggy looked
toward the audience, There waving
hands and hats at her were youngsters
from her own nelghborhood. R
=miled and bowed while they velled wﬁ
surprise and wonder, They couldn't un-
derstand it at all. Only an hour ago
they had left her at home saddened be-
cause she couldn't rn to the show, and
now here she was riding on an elephant,
the belle of the whole elrecus, It tickled
Peggy to see how puszied they looked,

Major, the elephant, was making queer
trumpety nolses as he swung alpng, and
soor, Peggy became aware thafl he was
talkTng to her.

“Listen, little Princess,”” he sald, *T
know that you are not Countess Allce
but I feel sure that you are a friend an
taking her place for some good reason.
Enemles are plotting agalnst her and
Jerry the clown. The prineipal enemy
Is Jenkins, the ringmaster, who wanta
to get rid of them so he can get the boss
to engage & clown act of his own, I

valce, Pe

And there was Jenkins with a sneer-
ing smile on his lips

heard him planning to break up Jerry's
act thls afternoon. Look out for him!"

Here was a new wotry with no time
to worry over [t, for, as the elephant
finished his warning, the end of the
pageant was swinglng out of the arena
and Into the assembly place. Before
FPeggy could even wonder how she was
Boing to get to the ground, the ele-
phant's trunk lifted her from her throne
and gently set her down,

“Thank you,” she cried,

*Look out for that rascall
ter ! Major trumpeted, as
quickly away.

Peggy dldn't know what to do next, but
soon Billy Belgium appeared ridl on
Balky Sam, with Billy Goat and Johnny
Bul] tralling behind, Billy nru-‘d gused
ke a bumpkin, and wore a huge flaring
eBloak which completely covered Balky

am

"',l;hn idea is that when you ns Queen

ringmaa-

e shuffied

Titania change me Into a mule, 1 disg-
appear Into the cloak and Balky Sam's
head appears in the hole through which 1
vanish,”" he explained to Peggy. "Out

act comens the best place on the bill—
right between the middle and the end.”

“We have to look out for the ring-
master,” exclnimed Peggy, nnd then she
told of the clephant's warning,

“He will have to be mighty smart to
break up our act,' brayed Balky Sam.

Peggy was so much ahsorbed In watch-
Ing the performers and looking out at
the show through chinks in the curtains,
that before she knew (t, the time came
for thelr mect. Nanny Goat, who was
in the main tent with Circus Mike and
Baoston Bull, ran out to tell them to get
ready,

Peggy entered seated In a pretty cart
drawn by Bllly Goat and Johhny Bull.
Rlﬁht behind came Billy Belgium on
Balky Sam., They made thelr way to
the center ring. As they entered, Peggy
looked off to one side and there wnra
Jenkins, the rascally ringmaster, with
a sneering amile on his lipa.

“Look out for the ringmaster!" she
whispered to the others. l

The band played the pretty “'Sprin
Song.” written for *. ou Like lt,':
and Peggy, not knowing what else to do,
did a pretty dance. She fnished by
waltging up to Billy Belglum and wav-
Ing her wand over him. Instnntl{ he
vanished, and Balky Sam's grinning head
popped up in his place,

“Hee-haw! Hee-haw! Watch me be
funny !" brayed Baly Sam.

wHee-haw ! Hee-haw! You're as funny
as whooping cough,” brayed Circus Mike
ealously from peat, erowd
aughed mt the funny nolse, and laughed
lnﬂ‘whm Blllil Belgium, hidden in the
cloak, atrl t from Balky Sam an
ran off to the llid.. Iqmerzinl & moment

regular clown.
lal;:‘u ‘uuved her fairy wand over
Balky m, Johnny Bull and Billy Goat,
and they rose on their hind legw, doing
a short drill, which was followed bx
an odd dance, Then Johnny Bull an
Billy Goat waltzed together.

Peggy heard a snort from Balk
and turned to see the suddenly
ApDeAr to grow ﬁudﬁ b“‘;‘::,“'m’:“;'ﬂzg

terrifically. R
and_Kiching Jenkins, the ringmaster,
per on his face.

plot!" trumpeted

“The piot! from the menagerio

Major, the élephant,

u’l.}uﬁ'ﬁrt‘lﬁe remembered his warn-
ing., Thia was how Jenkina was 'nllﬁl
to bregk up the act. In some ‘“{l e
had driven Balk‘ Sam made, sl n=
the mule's fiying heels as he tore aroun
in a frenzy, Peggy ran to him, waving

her falry wand.

(Tomorrow will be revealed what

waa the matter with Balky Bam and
w the birds help Pegpy and Billy
elgium save the act.)

Sam |Jlited

AND STILL THEY COME!

““Wal, I guess this needs & new o

utfit—it don't scare me!

~—The Bystander.

Get Credit

I used to buy woup bones and shoes
and silken shirts and hash and all thinge

my fat frau and kids ate, wore and used
for eash, I'd say, “UGlve me a yard of
tripe and fill my jug,” and then I'd hand
out to the walting clerk four Kopecks and
a yen. I'd visit the emporiums and buy
my paint and snalls and my dlll plekles
soaked In brine and underwear and nalls,

fand I would ask the clerk, “How much?”

and he would tell me, and 1'd count the
kopecks out right there and place them
in hia hand. And I was proud that
F‘]d cash, as proud as { could be, and I
hought no one In the world had any-
thing on me, Then the war came and
swiped the shop I worked in off the
place and my pay stopped, but still I had
somehow to feed my face. 8So I went
down to Jones's store, where erst I
bought my stew, and sald, "Glve me a
stew ; 1'll pay you In a month or two.”
The clerk asked If I'd an account on the
books of that store, and when 1 said that
1 had not he led me to the door. And
I went all across the town and could not
buy a bone, I had pald cash for every-
thing and so 1 was unknown. I had no
credit In the town, so then nll out of
breath I crawled behind & high board
fence and sighed and starved to death,—
Houston Fost, .

Pay in Advance Demanded

A tall, gaunt-looking person recently
entered a hotel in London gnd applied
for a room. The price he was willing to
pay entitled him to lodgings on the top
floor of the house. Among his belong-
Ing=s the proprietor notleced a coll of rope,

Upon being asked what the rope was
for, the person replied:

“That's a fMre-escape; always carry
one with me now In case of a Zeppelln
rald, or fire, which, I understand, often
occur here, and then I am able to let
myself down from the window without
troubling any one."

“Yes,” replied the landlord, stroking
his chin refiectively ; “seems like a prets
ty good idea, but guests with fire-escapes
pay In advance at this hotel during the
war.,"—London Tit-Bits,

Keeping Up With Father

It was a Pike County woman who in-
dited & note to the teacher concerning
the punishment of her young hopeful.
The note ran thus:

“Dear Misa ——: You rite me about
whippin' S8ammy. I hereby give you per-
mission to beat him up any time it is
necessary to learn his lesson. He s just
ke his father—~you have to learn him
with & club, Pound nolege into him,
I want him to get it and don't any

d | attention what his father says—I'll han-

dle him.”—Reading Bagle.

Woe Betide Him

Miss Eleanor Sears, the youn rte-
Wﬂm:l'i. was ulkingl'ln Bo,;omn'amt =
young man who had recently been

ifist tendencles that
m,” sald Miss Sears.
m mllsm he drifted to the I
Won't Works. I belleve he became posl-
tively pro-German in the gnd.”
8he mhru her shouldera.
“Every riéuvg a bll‘nlll"l.." atr:a sald,
"hut woe betlde the _mpn *who cheapens
himself In her e}'u!-—thl'ntton rm

When the Honeymoon Is Over

“How," asked the young man who had
been In the matrimonia]l game for nearly
a week, “can 1 tell when the honey-
moon is over?"

“It will be over,” answered the man
who had been married three times,

“when your wife stops telling thi and
begina to ask questions."—Peargon's
Weekly.

YAP” STUBBS—Pa Improved the Situation Greatly

.=

By EDWINA, l

3 FOR NESS
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The Children
The children In the orchard

Their lout

sée the tree-topa swayin,

I nee
the orchard flowing

In waves, llke waves ncross t
when summer winds are b

And I can smell the sweet
clover blooms are men

And hear the cow bells comin
wheén the long day is end

der than red r

ral the bloom uncloses,

maaters know thelr playl
Is cheap beside the lo;upl zn

forest trees are swaying

wild brooklet flowing

nightwinds softly blowing.

‘A whip
t is falling;

western a
I hear the th:u ;
summer
The Httle folks :ru. l:‘:“d
eeks as red as

ky In
&’_ o splendid !

rosts

Saved!

“He, hawled the cit

you."

“What d:;dynu menn by this:
nrt of the a
Side, I'd llke to know
It was the “oub’s”
natunllg::
lece. mehow he managed
Is way to the chlef's deak,
P the copy, glanced at the
by the editor’'s blue pencil,
Budden:{ his ¢
hope, and han
he replied:

The_ “cub's” record as
was all that saved him.—
Democrat. .

& hard
t. Loul

He Blessed It

A teacher of unday
tricd rof a8
ﬂ!l
whose father w
church, “what w:;cr.n
/ fore you eat your d
n k:‘w »
e
before breakfast

berrl! id, ‘Y

“He sa ‘You kids

butter now ! . It's forty c':nt:hn'
—38t. Louls Globe Democrat.

Another Engagement

An Itallan, havi uppriea
senahli was bein, ul!l’tgtnld
natura len gou

"Who s the President of the
States?"

“Mr, WI

“Who s

“Mr,

i

the Vice President?”

would be Presiden
“Mr, Marsh'"
:CNoqld you be President?’
0.
“Why™
“Mister,

you ‘scumse

No Hurry
The telephone

*“YesT" he sald,
“Oh, doctor,
“something seems
my wife.
lh‘. can't say & word.
the

up this way some time
wish you would

The Dead One

morn: .
I could ne bear to" ba
u«fn‘. m.:ﬂ:‘ { -

$ dE g my " he &
rather " W sond
than her first."—| Dpin

Fooled Her

manth |

" A Listle Resuscitation

- . -

laughing loud and playing,
calls coax me to come out; I

s‘er‘tumu

The cheeks of all the:little tads are red-
oses,
Thelr eyes are llke the glory bloom when
And 1, who ‘have heard symphonies by
ear when
They can not Imitate the tohes of the
They know naught of the witcherles of
And still the playing children ecall!

hear 'tl;lni-lr ndr, Ii"laint calling ;
orw n
tﬁ:‘ nl;h.“ # his far call to tell

And cottage windows are alight,

n cnmlng now,

ol 1t asleep, thele

Thelr eyes are like the glory bloom that

—Judd Mortimer Lewls, in Houstc#
Post,

¥

from the far slde of the editorial
tossing a handfub of “copy” on the
In the fire on the East !lde‘g
natomy is the East

first story, .
he looked upon it Il.l m‘:ﬁ-‘

to grope

d! l

part penciled
hted i

ng Back the penciied

copy,
P’i"hy, the slde the sun rigses on."

school
to |

the :.anf;e:; 'ﬂmﬂf ulﬁ“ﬂ'um
'Bllly,* ahe asked of a little fellow

i
ur
a:‘:r!" 5

t .‘“Ye he say this morning
i H
y‘urﬁqdd::m&. suddenly h\m-

] . -~
“If the President should die,
ant o le, who then

busy worka da mlno.”—g::nmu' ¥

1l rang with
gﬁnmem‘. Tho‘m answered

Her mouth seems got’ }

* ‘“Why, she may have lockjew,” said

medical man : e s

"Do you think so? Well, if you
next

in and
mundohrh:t‘.?—wr

i

em dsctors ls, aguiisie

"
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the waves of clover blooms across
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